Country Parſon's Folly : 


Or, the Young 


Dutch Woman of Weſtminfter come off with Flying Colours. 


To the Tune of Folly, deſperate Fol'y, &c. 


15 is repoꝛted in the Faſt, De tame to a Dutch o2dnary, 
a Schollar of late did dell, where he the poung krow beheld. 
Who on poung Maids did lone to keaſt, And when her tempting charms he fee, 


It pleaſed his humour well: he was with a rapture fill d: 
But tom ing to London, he chant d to adoꝛee She was ot the birth and the bꝛeed of the Dutch, 
2 pꝛi tp Dutch o, whicg did paphiscldſcoze, e pull d aut his mene altho twag not. much · 
Nowthis wag'a ylague, and the devil all o' er. Foz Why, he was cager and mad foꝛ a touch. 
O Pa: ſon, delicate Yar ſon, O Parſon delicate Parſon. 


How do you like the Town. h/ wo d you play the fool? 
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Der conat y nan a marttage read De {a ving had his fill ol er, 
After the Dutch kaſhion too, etaild 192155 copn again. 
This vom, 'tig ſaid they went to bed, Q alliing a 06910 ann raue demur, 
without any moꝛe to do, ri ſolving {e would Arraign 
De pitch'd on a fubzea'was hard by the rump, This pꝛitty tweer cccature. his jop c delight 
And into her Pulpit he ſtraitways did ump, P:e!: ding ſhe tcok it away bya flight, 
Where all thc long night he her cuſhion did thump Mf ich folg was ſuſficient to ruine him quite. 


O Parſon, delicate Parſon, * O a. fon, delicate Parſon, 
Why wou'd ) ou Play the fool? Why u ou'd you ſerve hei fo ? 
1 . : . * 
De gave her money the nert dap, This p2ittp creature ſhe Wa? try'd, 
to make her both neai cud trim, fo2 what ſhe had never done, 


Silks, ribands, laces rich and gap, This wag i)! treating of a bzide, 
in oꝛder to go wit tam but ſhe han the conqueſt won: 
Dcuwniitothecoruntry w. ere did reſtide. Fo? when in the coeur: at the bar ſhe appe ar'd, 


Foz ſhe wag as ſweet and as plcaſanr a bꝛide, Ind tgat the wiſe purp the ſloꝛy had | eard, 
As ever poung gallant did lpe by the ſide. The ſchollar was douted, the weman was cleat d. 


O Parſon, delicate Par or, O Par ſon, delicite Parſon, 
Why wou'd you play the fool? Ho. did jou like the Game? 
He mc np ſolemn vows did make, ' - Ja this pon 7! ave not aged well, 
mhen te did the monen give, alas, per are much to blame, 
That he his love aul no fo. luke, That ſuch a min ſhould kits and tel], 


while he had a de to ive: O that is a burning ſhame; 
But pet, whentits pecket began to he lem. It pou had licen wiſe, ynu had let her alone, 
Why then from nig vo'- 5 he wos willing to go, And then hour 2 aud folly had never been » nov n, 
And likewiſe a fcanda! cn her he did the. But nab far Tncar it is ſcatter'd and blown. 

O Parſon. delicate Pa fon, O Parſon, delicate Parſon, 

Why uv ou'd you play the fool ? Never Co ſh no more. 
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